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PUBLICK. 


$0 doubt but the Delay in Pubs 


lining The Hoveſt Tarkſbire- Man, 
„A has octaſion'd a Surprizh to moſt 


05 2 Fr x People: eſpecially ſuch, who have 


ſeen it play d, when the Run of 


it has — ſo great, and the Play itſelf has 


given ſo much Satisfaction to the ſeveral Au- 
diences. Many Reaſons might be alledged 
for it, which it is thought proper not to 
mention; and as it is now publiſh'd with the 
original Songs (ſome of which have been 
lately omitted) as when play'd at the Thea» 
tres; particulatly the Song of Bartholomew - 


Fair, and others; tis not doubted but it will 


meet with a general and welcome Reception, 
and that no Encouragement will be given to 
any pytated Edition. To tell the Truth, the 
Fear of having it fall into the Hands of Py- 
rates, who make ſuch unwarrantable Proceed- 

5 | ings 


vi To the PUBLICK. 


ings their daily Practice, was one of the chief 
Motives to defer the Publication till a ſuffi- 
cient Number of Subſcriptions were obtain d; 
and it is preſum'd that its coming out at this 
Time, will make ſome Attonement for the 


former Neglect. 


I am apt to think that no one will deny 
but Dramatic Entertainments take up a great 
deal of Time and Study, before they can be 


brought to Perfection, and made palatable to 


the Taſte of an Audience; and as ſuch En- 
tertainments are the moſt effectual Canals for 


conveying Morality to the Minds of People, 


ought. not every Man to reap the Profit of 
his Lucubrations, and have his Property ſe- 
cured td him from the Invaſions of Bucka- 


neers, who wait, like Guard de Coſta Ships, 


to make a Prize of what they can catch, 
tho' ever ſo unjuſtly, and live upon the Spoils 
of the induſtrious ? $15 


ADVER- 


— + omen 


Next Week will be Publiſb a, 
(Price One Shilling) 


Neatly ongrav'd on Copper, in ſixteen large 
Octavo Plates, 


The MUSICK to the SonGs in the 
| Honeſt Torkſbire-Man, for the following 
Inſtruments, vig. 


HARPSICOR D, 
VIOLIN, anD 
FLUTE. 


On Tueſday, Jon. 20, will be Publiſh'd, Pro. 
poſals (with 4 Specimen of the Work an. 
nex'd) for Printing by Subſcription, 


A New Musicar MISCELLANY, 


For the YEAR 1736. 


N. B. Propoſals to be had at moſt Muſick- 
Shops. 


. 
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| SCENE I. 
Arbella ſeated at a Table, Combruſh waiting. 
AIR I. Set by Mr. Carey. | 


ARBELLA. 
vEntle Cupid, ſeek my Lover, 
TS MWaft athouſand Sighs for me 
Is All my tender Fears diſcover, 
8 Bid him hafte and ſet me free. 
O bid him haſte and ſet me free. 


Combruſb. 
C Comb. 


1 
. 
's 
1 
. 
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Comb. Madam. 

Arb. No News from Gaylove yet? 

Comb. Not a Tittle, Madam. 

Arb. It quite diſtratts me. 

Comb. And cvery Body elſe, Madam; for 
when you are out of Humour, one may as 
well be out of the World. This Love's a 
terrible Thing; when once it gets Poſſeſſion 
of a young Lady's Heart, it terrifies her Mind, 
turns her Brain, and makes her out of Hu- 
mour with every Body but herſelf. I'm ſure 
1 have Reaſon to ſay ſo; - + x L 

Arb. Prithee leave your Impertinence, and 
tell me ſome News of Gaylove. 

Comb. All the News I can you, is, That 
he- is ſtark ſtaring Mad for Love of you. But 
this confounded Uncle of yours —— 

Arb. What of him. 

Comb. Has juſt receivd the News of the 
Arrival of a rich Country Squire; which 
ſame Country 'Squire is cut out for your 
Husband, Madam. „„ 125 

Arb. They that cut out a Husband for me, 
muſt cut him out of better Stuff, I'll aſſure 
you. ä a 


AIR IL In vain, dear Choe, ke. 


Shall 1 ftand ſtill and tamely ſee 
Their Smithfield Bargains made of me, 
1s not my Heart my own ; 


J hate, 
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3 1 hate, 1 loath, the clowniſh Soni, | 
No Lord, nor Duke, do I defire, 
But him I Love alone. 


Comb. Well ſaid, Madam. I love a Wo: 
man of Spirit. 


AIR III. Hark! Away, tis the merry 
| ton'd Horn. 


 Hhy ſbould Women ſo much be controul'd ? 
hy ſhould Men with our Rights make fo 
bold ? 
Let the Battle tuixt Sexes be tryd, 
e ſhall ſoon prove the flironger Side. 
Then ſtand to your Arms, 
And truſt to your Charms, 
Thus whining, and pining, 
The Men will purſue ; 
But if you grow tame, 


ö Tbeyll but make you their Game, 
And prove perfett Tyrants 
1 If once they ſubdue, 


[Exteunt. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Gaylove and Slango. 


Say. No Way to get at her. 
Slang. 


Hang. The Devil a Bit, Sir; old Muck- 
worm has cut off all Communication. But 
I have worſe News to tell you yet, Sir. 

Gayl. That's impoſſible. _ 

Slang. Your Miſtreſs is going to be mar- 
ried to another; and that quickly too. 

Gal. Married! ſay you. You ſurprize me: 
To whom ? | 
Lang. To one Squire Sapskull, a Tork- 
ſbire Gentleman; one of a great Eſtate. 

Gayl. Sdeath! Can ſhe be fo falſe? To 
Sapchull ! I know him well; his Father's one 
of the greateſt Rogues in all the County. 
There has been a mortal Enmity between our 
two Familics Time out of Mind. He is the 
very Man I am now ſuing for what my Bro- 
ther morgag'd to him, when I was a Student 
ar Cambridge. What is he not content to 
with-hold my Right from me, but muſt ſeek 


to rob me of the only Happineſs I deſire in 
Life. | 


AIR IV. The Charms of Floramel. | 


My charming Arabel, 
To make thee mine ſecure, 
: What would I not endure ; 
| Its paſt the Power of Tongue to tell, 
| | The Love I bear my Arabcl, 


Il, No 
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| 0 r 
No Human Force ſball quell, + 
My Paſſion for my Des, X 
| Can Love be too ſincere ? 
Id ſooner take of Life farewl, 
Then of my charming Arabel. 
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Is there no Way to prevent this Match? You 
don't uſe to be thus barren of Invention. 

Lang. Your humble Servant, Sir, has al- 
ready thought | 

Gayl. As how! which Way, dear. Slango ? 

Slang. Why thus, Sit; I muſt perlonate 
Arbella, you her Uncle, by which Means we 
may intercept the Squite's Paſſage; get the 
Credeatials of his Eſtate z equip'd with which, 
you know the reſt, Sir. 

Gal. Happy Invention! Succeſs attend it. 

Slang. I can't ſay Amen ; though 1'd do 
any Thing to ſerve you. Do you conſider 
the Reſult of your Undertaking is with no 
leſs than the Lols of your dear Liberty. Have 
you forgot the Stoty of the Dog and the 
Bone ? 

Gayl. I am now of à contrary Opinion: 
Vice looks ſo hateful, and Virtue ſo amiable 
in my Eyc, and as Virtue is a ready Road to 
true Happinels, I am reſolv'd to purſue it. A 
regular Lite, and a good Wife, for me. 


D AIR 


438 A WONDER: Or, 


AIR V. The bright God of Day. 


The Man who. for Life, | 
Is bleſs'd with a Wife, 
Is ſure in a happy Condition ; 
Go Things how they will, 
She flicks by him ſtill, 
8 ** s Comforter, Friend, and Phyjicia cian. 


II. 
Pray where is the Foy, 
To Trifle and Toy, | g 
Zet dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty ? 
But ſweet is the Bliſs, 
Of a Conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. 


III. 


One extravagant I hore, 
Shall coſt a Man more, 
Than twenty good Wives that are ſaving ; 
For Wives they will ſpare, 
That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are eternally craving. [Ex. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Sapskull and Blunder. 


1 $9 77 Wounds Lant ! what a mortal big 
mien, this ſame London is! a Man may ne'er 
1 ſee 


— — * 
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ſee the End on't ; for here are Houſen upon 
Houſen, Folks upon Folks; one would ad- 
mire where they did all grow. 

Blund. Aye, Maſter, this is nought to has 
you'll ſee on by. You mun gang to the Tower, 
and there you'll ſec great hugious Ships, as 
tall as Houſen : Then an you go to the Play- 
houſen, adod there's a hopeful Company, no 
leſs than ſix on em; and there you mun 
ſce your comical Tragedums, and your Opo- 
rotoes, and Oratoribuſes : And there you 
mun hear Fardinelo, that ſings Solfa better 
by half than our Minſtre] Choir-Men : And 
there you mun have the Choice of the prat- 
tieſt Laſſes, that ere you ſet your Eyes on. 

Sapſ. Mals, and I'll make one among em! 
But how the Murrain mun I do to find out 
this ſame Aldermun ? 

W 1 8 Why you mun look to Letter for 
that. 

Sapſ. Letter ſays at Leadenhall, But where 
a Murrain is that ſame Leadenhall ? 

Blund. Why you mun ask Hoſtler, he'll 
ſet us right at once: For your London Hoſtlcrs 
are wiſer by half than our Country Juſtaces, 

Sapſ. But, Blunder, ſee what a fine Man 
is coming towards us; who knows but it 
may be the King himſelf z God bleſs him. 


Enter Gaylove as Muckworm. 


Gay!. Welcome to London, *Squire. 1 
_ your Father's well, and all at Sapskull- 
a 


D 2 Sap/. 
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, \ _=_ 
Jap. Look you there,  Blunder, yon fine 
Man knows me as well as I know myſelf. 

Blund. Aye, Maſter, your Londoners know 
every Body. 

Gayl. 1 heard of your coming, therefore 
] was reſolv'd to meet you. 

Japſ. J am mightily beholden to you: But 
pray who may you be, an I may be fo 
bold! 

Gayl. My Name's Muckworm. 

Sap. What Sir Penurious Muckworm ? 

Gayl. Aye; So they call me. 

Sapfe If your Name is Sir Penurious Muck- 
worm, my Name is Samuel Sapskull, jun. Eſq; 
Son of Sir Samuel Sapskull, of Sapskull- Hall, 
in the Eaſt- Riding of Torkſbire. 

Gazyl. I am no Stranger to your Family 
and Merit; for which Reaſon I ſent for you 
to marry my Niecc, with 6000/7. and a pret- 
ty Girl in the Bargain, 

Blund, Look you there, Maſter ! 

Sapſ. Hold your prating, you Blockhead. 

Gayl. But how may I be ſure you are the 
ſame Squire Sapskull I ſent for. Have you 
no Letters, no Credentials ? 

Sapſ. Aye, Sir, I brought all my Tackle 
to Town with me. Blunder, open the Port- 
muntel : There, Sir ; there's a Letter from 
Father: And then there's Deeds and Wri- 
tings to ſhew you what you mun have to 
truſt to. And here's Marriage Settlements, 
fign'd by Father, ſet the Caſe young Lady and 
] likes one another, 


Cay. 
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Gayl. Oh, ſhe can't chuſe but admire ſuch 
a charming Perſon. There is but one Obſta- 
cle, that I know off, 

Sapſ. What may that be, an I may be fo 
bold ? 

Gl. Your Habit, Sir; your Habit. 

Sapſ. My Habit was counted mighty fine, 
and mightily bemir'd in our Country laſt Par- 
lementecring Time. 

Gayl. Aye, but its quite old Faſhion'd now. 
My Niece loves every Thing at the tip Top 
of the Mode, But come along with me, and 
I'll equip you in an Inſtant, 


AIR VI. Set by Mr. Carey. 

Come hither, my Country "Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me; 

The Lords ſball admire, thy Taſte in Attire, 
And the Ladies ſball languiſb for thee. 


Such Flaunting, Gallanting, and Faunting, 
Such Frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 

Thou ncer like a Clown, 
Shalt quit Londons ſweet Town, 

To live in thine own Country. 


| IL A Shim- 
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II. 7 
A Skhimming-Diſh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace; 
Nine Hairs on a Side, 10 a Pig's Tail ty'q, 
Mill ſet off thy jolly broad Face. 
Such Flaunting, Gallanting, &c. 


II. 


Go pet thee a Footman's Frock, 
A Cudeel quite up to thy Noſe, 
Then frizz like a Shock, and plaiſter thy Block, 
And buckle thy Shoes at the Toes. 
Such Flaunting, Gallanting, &c. 


IV. 
A Brace of Ladies fair, 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive, 
In a Chaiſe and Pair, they ſball take the Air, 
And thou in the Box ſbalt drive. 
Such Flaunting, Gallanting, &c. 


dS! 
dd, 


V. 
Convert all thy Acres to Caſh, 
And ſaw thy Timber down, 


Who'd keep ſuch Traſh, and not cut a Flaſh, 
Or enjoy the Delights of the Town. 
Such Flaunting, Gallanting, &&c. 


LExeunt. 
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Enter Muckworm, Arbclla, and Combruſh. 


Muck. Come, come, there's a good Girl; 
don't be in the Pouts. 

Comb. 1 think, Sir, its enough to' put any 
young Lady in the Pouts, to force her to 
marry a Lobily Zorkſbire Tike. In ſhort, my 
Miſtreſs don't like him, and won't have him. 
Nor I doa't like him, and ſhe ſhan't have 
him, 

Muck. Shan't have him! 

Comb. No, Sir; ſhan't have him. I'd fain 
ſee a Man that ſhould force me to marry a- 
gainſt my Will. 

Muck. You impudent Baggage, you! get 
you out of my Houſe. 

Arb. Sir, tho you have the Care of my 
Eſtate, you have no Command over my Ser- 
vants: lam your Ward, not your Slave; and 
if you uſe me thus, you'll conſtrain me to 
chuſe another Guardian, | 

Muck. 'Who'd a thought that the Gipſy 
had ſo much Cunning! harky'e, Miſtreſs, 
have you read Cypid's Catechiſm? Do you 
know what Love is? 

Arb. Yes, Sir. 


AIR VII. Charming Phztlis. 


I. 
Love's a gentle generous Paſſion, 


Source of all ſublime Delight; 
When with mutual Inclination, 


Two fond Hearts in one unite. 
II. Law = | 
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£1160 + n 
Lawleſs Paſſions bring Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
1s a glorious Emulation, 
Of the bliſsful State above. 


III. 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar d with true Content? 
That falfe Heart, which ſo bewitches, 
When obtain d we may repent. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's one *Squire Sa pIkull, a 
Torkſbire Gentleman, deſires to peak with 
you. 

Muck. Pray bid him come in. 


Enter Gaylove, as Sapskull. 


Gayl. Your Servant, Sir, an your Name 
be Sir Penurious Muckworm. 

Muck. I have no other that I know on, 
Sir; may I crave yours. 

Gayl. Samuel Sapskull, jun. Eſq; at your 
Honour's Service. 

Muck. A good comely Youth, and a man- 
nerly one, I warrant you. 

Gayl. Pray, Sir, which of thoſe pratty 
Laſſes is your Niece, and my Wife, that mun 


be. 
Arb. 


3 
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Arb. Before ld marry ſuch a Wretch as 
this, I'd dic ten Thouſand Deaths. 

Muck. Which ſhould you like, *Squire. 

Gayl. Adod, an I was to Chuſe, 1 ſhould 
c'cn rake em both. 

Comb. Both, Sancebox; the wotſt is too 
good for you, 


AIR VIII. Set by Mr. Carey. 


Why how now, Sir Clown, 
D'ye ſet up for a Wit ? 
Gelly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary : 
If here you ſbould wed, 
Toure as certainly bit, 
As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 


If ſuch a fine Lady 
To life you ſhould take, 
Gelly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary ; 
Tour Heart, Head, and Horns, 
They would certainly ake, 
As the Dew i flies over the Auen Tree. 


Muck. You impudent Baggage, do you af- 
front a Gentleman in my own Houfe! Don't 
mind her, Sir; ſhe's none of my Neice, only 
a pert Slut of a Chambermaid. | | 

Gal. A Chamber Jade! Wouns Lant, ſhe's 
finer by half than our Lady Mayris. 

Muck. Don't mind her, Squire, her Miſtreſs 
quite ſpoils her. Bur Come along with me, 

| E and 
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and I'll mannage her, and * Miſtreſs too, I 


warrant you. 
Gayl. Well, Good-by-t' ye, Forſooth : 1hope 
to find you in an othergeſs Temper on by. 


AIR IX. Here, honeſt Dick, 
. 
J am in Truth, a Country Touth, 


Unus'd to London Faſhion ; 
Tet Virtue guides, and ſtill preſides, 
O'er all my Steps and Paſſion : 
No courtly Leer, but all Sincere, 
No Bribe ſhall ever blind me ; 
An you can like, a Yorkſhire Tike, 
An honeſt Man you'll find me. 
II. 
Tho envious Tongue, with Slander hung, 
Does oft bely our County ; 


No Men on Earth, boaſts greater Worth, 


Or more extend their Bounty: 
Our Northern Breeze, with us aprees, 
And does for Buſineſs fit us; 


In Publick Cares, and Love Affairs, 


With Honour they acquit us. 
0 298] III. 

A noble Mind, is ne er confind, 
To any Shire, or Nation, 


He gains moſt Praiſe, who beſt Diſplays, 


A generous Education : 


White 


1 _— mn 1 
= * R 
A 8 4 ” 

©," 3 ws he 
N 


An Honeſt YORKSHIRE-MAN. 27 


IWhile Rancour rouls, in narrow Souls, 
In narrow Parts diſcerning, 

The truly Wiſe, will only prize 
Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 


In the mean Time there's ſomething to 
clear your Ladyſhip's Eye-ſight. 
[Gives a Letter, and Excunt. 
Arb. What docs the Fool mcan? 
Comb. As | live, Madam, a Letter from 
Mr. Gaylove ! 
Arb. Give it me, dear Girl. 


[ Reads the Letter.) 
HO' this Diſguiſe is put on to blind 
old Muckworm, I hope it won't con- 
ceal from my dear Arbella, the Perſon of her 
ever conſtant 
GAYLOVE, 


Blind Fool that I was! I could tear my 
Eyes out. 
| Comb. Well, Madam, our Maidenheads 
certainly hung in our Lights this Bout, 

Arb. Prithee a done with this Imperti- 
nence ; I have great hopes of this Enterprize, 
it Carries a good Face, whether it ſucceeds or 


no. I muſt Love the dear Man that ventures 
ſo hard for my Sake. 


E 2 A IP. 
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AIR X. Scotch Tune. 


Let Coxcombs Flatter, Cringe and Lie, 
Diſſemble, Pine and Die ; 

Such Men of Words, my Scorn ſhall be, 
The Man of Deeds, is the Man for me. 


Comb, My Miſtreſs is certainly in the Right 
ont, | 
AIR XI. Tenant of my own. 


The Man that ventures faireſt, 
And furtheſt for my Sake, 
With my Fal, lal, la, &c. 
The ſooneſt of my Purſe, | 
Aud my Perſon ſball partake, 
With my Fal, lal, la, &c. 
No drowſy Drone ſball ever 
A Conqueſt make of me, 
But to the Man that's cleaver, 
How civil could I be? 


With my Fal, lal, la, &c. 
| CExennt. 


Enter Sapskull and Blunder finely Dreſs. 


Blund. Wouns Lant, how wondrous fine 
we arc? an we were at Japskall- Hall again, 
Sir Samuel would hardly know us. 

Sapfſ. You may talk what you will of Tork, 


London's the Place for my Money. When 
once 
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once I'm married, 1 care not if I never ſee 
the Face of Sapstull- Hall again. 


AIR XII. London is à fine Town. 


O London tis a dainty Place, 
A great and gallant City, 

Where all the Streets are pav'd with Gold, 
And all the Folks are witty. 


II. 


And there's your Lads and Laſſes fine, 
That ride in Coach and Six, 

That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 

And talk of Politics. 


III. 


And there's your Beaux, with powder'd Cloaths 
Be- daub d from Head to Chinz 

Their Pocket-Holes adorn'd with Gord, 
But not one Souſe within. 


IV. 


And there's your Engliſh Actors, 
That go with ſtarving Belly, 


While Heaps of Gold are forc d, God wot, 
On Signior Farrinelli. | 


V. And 


— 
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ws V. 
And there's your Dames, of dainty Frames, 


With Skin as white as Mill, 
Dreſt ev'ry Day, in Garments gay, 
Of Satin, and of Silk. 


| d VI. 
And if your mind, be ſo inclin d, 

To take them in your Arms, 
Pull out a ſwinging ——Purſe of Gola, 
They can't reſiſt its Charms. 


Blund. Right, Maſter ; when you have gotten 
young Gentlewoman with -6000/. (beſides, 
Father has ty'd Eſtate faſt cnough to your Tail) 
An I were you, I'd e'en ſtay here, and 
live as lofty as the beſt on em. 

Sapſ. Aye, ſo I will, Blunder; and I'll go 
and ſee all the Sights, the Tower, the Lions, 
and the Monument, and: Barteldom Fair. 

Blund. Aye, that ye. mun not do, Sir ; 
have you forgot what Roper told us, at the 
Green Man at Barnet; that the Lord Mayor 
had cry'd it down but for three Days. 

Sapſ. Wounds, that's true! I am reſolved 
I won't ſtay in London a Day aftcr I am mar- 
ried: And what a Murrain is London good 
for now Barteldom Fair's cry'd down. 


AIR 
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AIR XIII. Bartholomew-Fair. 


O Bartcldom Fair, 
Since thy Lord Mayor, 
Has cry d thee down 
There's nought worth Regarding. 
14 not give a Farding, 
For London Town. 
Such Pork, ſuch Pig, 
Such Rant, ſuch Rig, 
Such Ratling. there F 
But alls done, 
There's no more Fun, 
At Bartcldom Farr. 


IT. 


Adieu all Joys, 
Of Prentice Boys, 
And pretty Maids ; 
The Country, the Court, 
Have loſt their Sport, 
And the Shew-Folks their Trades; 
Nay, even the Cit, 
In a generons Fit, | 
Would take Spouſey there; 
But alls done, 
There's no more Fun, 
At Bartcldom Farr. 


Emer 
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Enter Servant. 


Sapfe. Pray, Sir, does Sir Penurious Muck- 


worm live here? 
Serv. If you pleaſe, Sir, III conduct you 
to him. . 


Re-enter Sapskull, Blunder, and Servant, in- 
troducing Slango in Woman's Cloaths. 


Sapſ. Well, Forſooth; you know what J 
am come about: Few Words are beſt among 
Friends ls it a Match or no?— lay, Aye; 
and I'll ſecond you. 

Hang. Spare a Maiden's Bluſhes. Lard ! 
Sir, you are to quick upon me. 

Japſ. I mean to be quicker yet, and make 
thee quick, before I have done with you. 

Hang. Lard! Sir, you make me bluſh! I 
don't know what to ſay. 

Sapſ. Ne'er heed ; the Parſon will teach 
you what you're to ſay. For my Part, I have 
con'd my Leſlon over afore-hand. 

Hang. But will you love me? 

Sapſ. Aye! Wounds will I! Better than my 
own Bay Filley; did you never ſee her, For- 
ſooth? Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, ——1 love 
her better than I do my own Father — 80, 
Blunder, fetch a Parſon. 

Sang. Hold, Sir; 1 have one provided al- 
ready in the next Room: So, if you pleaſe, 
we'll go and finiſh the Buſineſs. 


AIR 
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AIR XIV. Bath Medley. 


Sapſ. I long to Wed thee, 
J long to bed thee, 
To tickle, to ſqueeſe thee ; 
To hug, and to pleaſe thee. 
It ne er ſhall be ſaid, 
' That you dy'd an old Maid, 
Or that Sapskull was ere ſuch a bungling Dunce 
Slang. But ſhould you leave me, 
Or ever deceive me, 
Oh, I ſhould die, twould ſo vex, 
And ſo grieve me: 
Sap. J love you ever, | 
II part from thee never, 
So Come, come away, 10 the Parſon at once. 
LE xeunt. 


Enter Arbella and Gaylove. 


Arb. How could you clown it ſo naturally? 
I never was ſo deceiv'd in my Life. 

Gayl. What is't I would not do, for your 
dear Sake? But, 1 beſcech you, let us make uſe 
of this Opportunity, and put it paſt Fortunc's 
Power ever to divide us. 

Arb. What would you have me do? 

Gayl. I have left Combruſh to amuſe your 
Uncle, while a Fellow-Collcgian of mine 
waits in the next Room to finiſh the reſt. 


F Arb. 
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Arb. Do what you will with me: For, in 
ſhort, I don't know what to do with my 


ſelf. 


AIR XV. The Nymph that undoes me. 


Gayl. 


Let Prudes, and Coquets, 

Their Intentions conceal ; 
With Pride, and with Pleaſure, 

The Truth I'll reveal ; | 
Tou're all that I wiſb, and all I adefire ; 
So fix'd is my Love, 
That it neer can expire. 

So fd is my Love, &c. 


IT. 
Let Rakes, and let Libertines, 
Revel and range; 
Poſſeſs d of ſuch Treaſure, 
IWhat Mortal would Change? 
Toure the Source of my Hope, 
The Spring of my Joy, © 
The Fountain of Bliſs 
That never can cloy. 
The Fountain of Bliſs, &c. 


AIR 
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AIR XVI. Sect by Mr. Carey. 
[ Gaylove and Arbella together.) 


How tranſporting is the Pleaſure, 
Ihen two Hearts like ours Unite? 
When our Fondneſs knows no Meaſure, 


And no Bounds our dear Delight. 
CExeunt. 


Enter Muck worm, and Combruſh. 

Muck. Well; I do forgive you: This laſt 
Action of yours has made Amends tor all! 
I find a Chambermaid is Prime Miniſter in 
Matrimonial Affairs Then they arc quite 
loving, you lay? 

Comb, Oh! they are as Fond as two Tur- 
tles! Pray, Sir, don't diſturb 'em. 

Muck. Oh, by no Means. But, methinks, 
I'd fain (ee a little of their Fondneſs. Pri- 
thee how doſt thou like him ? 

Comb. Oh, of all Things, Sir; and ſo 
docs Mrs. Arbella too, 

Auck. I can but laugh to think how that 
Scoundrel, Gay/ove, will be diſappointed, 

Comb. Oh, he'll be ready to hang him- 
ſelf About het Neck. LA de. 

Mack. l' be hang'd if they won't make 
Ballads of him. | 

Comb. I have made one already, Sit: Will 
you be pleas'd ro hear it? 

Muck. Aye; with all my Heart, 


F 2 AIR 
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ATR XVII. All in a miſty Morning. 
| There was a certain Alderman, 
He had à pretty Niece; 
Was courted by a Gentleman, 
That was her doating Piece. 
The Uncle to prevent the ſame, 
Did all that in him lay; 
For which he's very much to blame, 
As all good People ſay. 
II. 
A Country "Squire was to wed 
This fair and comely Dame; 
But ſuch Contraries in a Bed, 
Hou'd be a monſtrous Shame : J. 
To ſee a Lady bright and gay, 
Of Fortune, and of Charms, 
So ſhamefully be thrown away, 
Into @ Looby's Arms. | 
III. 
The Lovers, thus diſtractead, 
It ſet them on a Plot; 
Which lately has been afted —— 
Shall I tell you what 
The Gentleman diſguisd himſelf 
Like to the Country 'Squire, 
So trick d the old miſchievous Elf, 
And got his Souls Deſire, 
Muck, 


0 . 
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Muck. 1 don't like this Song. 

Comb. What don't you like the Looks of 
it, Sir? 

Muck. What! do you mean to affront me, 
Hully ? wy 

Comb. You would not have me tell you 
Lies, would you, Sir ? 

Muck. Get out of my Houle. 

Comb. Pardon me, Sir, I muſt ſtay and take 
my young Lady with me. O! here ſhe comes. 


Enter Gaylove and Arbella. 


Muck. So, Sir ; you have over-reach'd me, 
and J ſuppoſe you expect a Wedding-Suit : 
But III provide you with a damn'd long 
Chancery Suit, before you touch a Penny of 
her Fortune. 

Gay!l. Sir, If you dare embezzle a Farthing, 
I'll provide you with a more laſtiog Garment ; 
a curious Stone Doublet; for 1 have ſtudicd 
the Law, and practis'd it roo, Sir. 

Muck. The Devil take you, and the Law 
roo. Hey Day! who have we here? 

Gayl. Only Squire Sapstull, his Bride, and 
boobily Man. 


Enter 'Squire Sapskull, Slango, and Blun- 
der. Slango in Woman's Cloaths. 


Hang. Come, my Dear, hold up your Head, 
and let him ſee what an elegant Husband I 
have got. 

Blund. Aye; and hold up your Head, and 
let him ſec what a fine Wife my Maſter has 


got. Sapſ. 
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Sapſ. Aye; here's a Pow'r of fine Com- 
pany, ſweet honey Wife; but who may they 
all be? 

Slang. This, Sir, is Sir Penurious Muck- 
Worm 

Capſ. l am afraid you are miſtaken, my 
Dear; Sir Penurious Muckworm is anothergeſs 
Sort of a Man; and, if 'm not miſtaken, he's 
more liker yon Gentleman. 

Blund. Aye, ſo he is, Maſter. 

Slang. That was Sir Penurious Muckworm, 
but now-he's chang'd to George Gaylove, Elq; 

Gayl. At your Service. 

Japſ. Pray, who's yon fine Lady: 
Sal. That's my Wife, and that worthy 
Knight's Niece. 

Japſ. Your Wife! and that worthy Knight's 
Niece ! why pray who have I got here: 

Gayl. My Man, Slango; and Iwiſh you Joy. 

Sapſ. Your Man, Jango] what have I 
married a Man, than ? 

Klang. Why it you don't like me, we can 
be — my Dear. 

Sap. A Murrain take ſuch Dears, ſay. 
Where's my Deeds and Writings? Mals, I'll 
have you all hang'd for Cheats! 

Gayl. You had better go and hang your 
ſelf for a Fool. There's your Decd of Sct- 
tlement. As for the Writings, they happen 
to be mine, and kept fraudulently from me 
by your Father, to whom they were mor- 
vagd by my late Brother. The Eſtate has 
been clear this three Years——-1I have got the 

Wife 
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Wife your Father intended for you; and 
he would have trick'd me out of my Eſtate. 
—— All's fair. 

Muck. All's foul ; and fo ru make it ap- 
pear. | [Exit Muckworm. 
: \Gayl. Go, go; Go home, and ſend your 
Father to me: [Il talk to him. 

Sapſ. Father! I may never ſee the Face of 
Home, nor Father again, 

Gayl. Tho' your Father wou'd have wrong'd 
me, I bear. you no III-will Make my 
Houſe your Home till you and your Father 
are reconcil'd. 

Sapſ. Well! An it be fo, 1 wiſh you Joy 
with all my Heart. 


A IR XVII. Scotch Tune. 


Thou only Darling I admire, 

My Heart's Delight, my Soul's Deſire ; 
Poſſeſſing thee Ive greater Store, 

Then all the Kings on India's Shore. 


II. 
For every Woman were there three, 
And in the World, no Man but me; 
Id ſingle you from all the reſt, 
To live with thee, and be thus bleſt. 


AIR 
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4 1 X XVIII. bet by Mr. Carey. 


Nou Fortune is paſt its fevereſt, © 
©... My Paſſion, of Mortals ſincereſt, 

id Heaven's repaid in my Deareſt ; 

What Gift can it greater Wb ?. 


Gay Tree Love bali thro Deſtiny guide us, 
Still conflant whatever betide us, 

2 7 here's nothing but Death can divide us, 

So faithful a Fondneſs Tl ſhe. | 


Both. By Cupid and Hymen united, 

By Dangers no longer affrighted, 

Well live in, each other delighted, 

The greateſt of Bleſſings below. 
"TER... 
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